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Isidor Schneider 

"No — I would still suspect it." 

"Well—?" 

"Well — I'll be going; good-day?" 

"Good day!" 

And one man walked away, brushing from him crawling 

words; 
While the other sat still, 
Wiping from his world 
The stains of conversation. 



THE MIST 

Is death a mist 

In which life becomes invisible ? 

Yesterday 

The world ended in mist. 

It lay shrunken by immobility 

Into a gray coffin. 

The steeple rose, 

Prodded and pricked the mist 

Like a question 

Investigating doubt. 

Its dim spire 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Found the horizon new arranged 

In stories. 

The world became strange, 

Ungrateful 

Of the jagged lights 

That seamed its veils. 

To me, walking, 

The long road unravelled 

A guiding string; 

And my eyes 

Carried before and behind 

Its constant small visibility. 

I faced the mist-made microcosm — 

Where pebbles are boulders, 

Puddles lakes, 

Sidewalk-cracks long chasms, 

The curb a precipice; 

Where towers flew, 

Roofs floated like rafts; 

And smoke wreaths 

Were like dark veins 

Under a skin. 



Is death a mist 

In which life becomes invisible? 
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